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"A MIRACLE.

Ho'w sometimes vro lie still, too spent to weep.
Longing for rest as deserts long for rain;
"Wondering what spirit stirs the tired brain,

Why tho poor heart should weary vigil keep;
Denied tho peaceful, tickling touch of sleep

On our pale eyelids; murmuring, "Life is pain;
Oh for a rest that does not wake again!"

rushing through the air.
And tho baked sands drink up tho plashing

rain;
Bleep soaks our souls in answer to our prayer;

And, marvelous! tho next day life is plain.
Easy and simple, profitable and fair!

H. P. Kimball in "Woman's Journal.

A

Toward the end of a beautiful June day
M. and Mme. Lemadie were seated in their
garden before the mansion house and tran-
quilly waiting for dinner. M. Lemadie
was reading the newspaper, on which from
time to time he commented in a senatorial
voice, and Jime. Lemadie was deeply occu-

pied with her work.
"Where can Jeanne be, I wonder," said

Mme. Lemadie, stretching her hand toward
her work basket and pulling a thread of
scarlet silk out of its littered skeins. "Your
daughter?" said M. Lemadie. He turned
on his chair and looked out of the corner
of his eye toward the end of the garden.
"There she is," he said, "nozzle in hand,
watering the flowers."

Scarcely had he spoken when there
from the street a sudden cry, ac-

companied by a most formidable objurga-
tion, and these were instantly accompanied
by the furious remonstances of a second
voice.

"What has happened?" cried M. Le-

madie, throwing down his journal. "What
can be the matter?"

He rose to investigate. A vigorous knock
at his gate, followed by other alarming
strokes, made him hasten his steps. Open-

ing the gate ho found himself confronted
by two gentlemen, one a young fellow of
twenty-fiv- e, the other a stout and hearty
gray haired old boy, of opulent mien, who,
drenched from head to foot, was vainly en-

deavoring to dry himself with his pocket
handkerchief.

The young man began to expostulate ve-

hemently, breaking out into exasperated
reproaches. "What did they mean by in-

undating his uncle in this manner? And
on purpose to amuse themselves full in
his face and with a head of water like
that?"

SI. Lemadie stammered all kinds of ex-

cuses, hopping from one foot to an-
other, stupidly turning his straw hat
about in his fingers, and in a duncelike
voice repeating, "I'm sure it must be very
unpleasant very unpleasant!"

"Unpleasant? I should think so!" re-

plied the young man furiously, and dry as
a bone himself, was twice as vehement as
his uncle. With growing irritation bo
continued to apostrophize the poor wretch
planted motionless before him, a speech-
less and sorry figure, crying out that it
was impossible to conceive paying so little
attention to people who might be passing
on the street; that it was a perfect insult;
returning with ever renewed anger to the
iniquity of this sudden and formidable
avalanche of water. "No, no, uncle, I re-
fuse to say nothing more about it," ho
cried. "Just look at yourselfl See what
a state you are in!"

In fact tho uncle presented a most la-

mentable appearance. His collar was
nothing but a shapeless pad of linen, his
black satin cravat, all awry, was switched
up on his neck, his silk hat was seamed
with glistening scars, which bristled up
here and there like monstrous caterpillars.
His waistcoat and trowsers stuck fast to
his stout and plentiful person, and from
tho poor man's elbows, shoulders and hips
there was a regular June shower.

Who now came stealing up, head down,
on timid, hesitating feet, but Jeanne, tho
culprit. "Jeanne!" In angry tones the fa-

ther spoke: "Will you kindly look at this
gentleman! Will you please to observe tho
result of your carelessness!"

She raised her eyes, tho smallest suspi-
cion of a smile hovering about the corners
of her lips, when all of a sudden she stood
open mouthed, in stupefied
Her pretty face was so droll, all her littlo
figure was so charming, that with her
rumpled hair, her flowered linen garden
dress with its slim corsage, and her petti-
coat pulled up, revealing two almost in-

visible little feet in the most minute of slip-
pers, that the victim and the impetuous
nephew of the victim were disarmed be-

fore a word was spoken.
"Pray, never mind, said

the undo. "I beg you will not give the
matter a second thought. It is not every
day that one has the honor of a douche
from so charming a hose carrier."

She blushed extremely, tried to speak-an- d
then so irresistible a desire to laugh

took possession of her that she turned and
fled for very fear of bursting out laughing.

Now, somewhat recovering his self pos-
session, M. Lemadie was at last able to ex-
press his regret in somewhat decent phrase.
It then occurred to his hitherto bewildered
mind that he might at least offer the un-
fortunate victim of the accident a change
of clothes, and with such good humored
hospitality did he insist that his offer, at
first declined, was finally accepted. Ten
minutes afterward Thibaut, Uncle Thi-bau- t,

completely dry, a little squeezed to-
gether by his borrowed garments, but thor-
oughly restored to spirits by a couple of
glasses of Marsala, took leave of the Le-
madie family.

"Oome, let us hurry," said he to his '

nephew, "lour mother will be wonder-
ing where we are."

They walked on without a word for half
a mile or so, when Thibaut broke out
brusquely: "Do you know what I think?
That is the sort of young lady I should
like to seo you marry! Why, she's charm-
ing! And us for the Marsala, only a good
father keeps such wine as that."

As Marcel did not reply, he went on:
"Why don't yon admit that she is charm-
ing, and that you would be a lucky doe,
eh, you rascal?"

"Pooh, uncle, what enthusiasm! Do yon
ordinarily take rire in thi manner when
people sprinkle you from a garden hose?
Orpeihaps it is the wine oftbis most ex-
cellent of fathers."

Thibaut was about to reply, when on
turning the corner of beheld
SIme. Fiihol, the anxious mother, coining
toward them, and, as her brother-iu-la-

had prophesied, wondering where they
were. Marcel related the annoying inci-
dent, and the uncle completed the tale bv
avernng that for his own part he was far J

irom considering it annoying. And inBaying so he was pleated to wink at his
nephew, without consenting to make an
explanation of this mysterious action.

Home they reached and ar. down to ti.ble. Tho bath had divplntd in nnrv,;,,
in this old monsieur; he devoured. At

!"-.- .

des- -
eert, in high good full of his jokes,
his elbows on the tablo for Uncle Tri- -

manners were really something
ful he would talk of nothing hut thn T.
madiea, and put his sister-in-la- through
a
them. But Mme Fiihol could Mil him
nothing. At Chaton one sees nothing or
one's neighbors, and nobody paid visits.
She remembered having seen the "irl in

now famons garden once or twice out
walking with her mother or her maid, but
that was all.

JdaroeL with an irritated air, preserved
a severe silence, and undo changed the
conversation. But the young man pres-
ently got up to go look for cigars, and then
tame the uncle's chsnec. Quickly and in
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Ifeje fSiiritita ailig gagk: ffriclaij piarttrag, Ulag 15, 1891.

SChcncomesaEoundof

GAEDEN HOSE.

immovability.

mademoiselle,"

thestreotthey

short, rapia sentences ne expiRine-- a ms
idea. "Adorable young giri parents ex-

cellent people bouse first class, first class
wouldn't act blindly, of course most ask
information but he would attend to all
that but if, as indeed he was certain be-

forehand" Re-ent- nephew with the
cigars. Thibaut broke off short, and stuck
his fat finger to his mouth in sign of

Almost at the same moment a for-

midable sneeze made every glass in the
hall ring again.

"Uncle," said Marcel, with the most
charming calmness, "you are taking cold."

"I shouldn't won whatehou!" A sec:
ond sneeze cut the word in two, and
Thibaut, plunging his face into his hand-
kerchief, strangled therein, one after the
other, two more nasal detonations. But
his good humor was no whit lessened; he
continued to joke, smoking and sneezing
together. When the servant from the Le-

madie mansion brought him his own
clothes he thrust his hand in his pocket
and pulled out a whole louis. "There, my
good girl," said he, "take that for your
pains. And give my compliments to your
master and mistress mind you don't for-

get, now."
The next week, in company with his

nephew, he went to take the train. As
they walked past the Lemadie grounds,
Thibaut suddenly stopped and with a firm
hand rang the bell. At an impatient move-
ment from Marcel he turned toward that
young man and said, "If this bores you, my
dear boy, you can walk on. I, however,
certainly owe the Lemadie3 a visit of
thanks, and I shall pay it."

"A visit of thanks? For your cold in the
head?"

"Exactly," said Thibaut, with perfect
placidity.

The door opened, and Jeanne showed
herself, more charming, more enticing
than before. Out of mere politeness Mar-
cel followed his uncle.

Then followed at once the most sympa-
thetic greetings, shakes of tho hand warm-
ly exchanged. Then were tho chairs gath
ered about the table, the Marsala was
brought, the glasses were filled, and gayly
were they clinked The conversa-
tion became animated, and Thibaut now
let drop the name of his friend Chevalet,
an old wholesale dealer, who at tho time
when M. Lemadie was in the jewelry man-
ufacture had done business with him. The
old merchant was delighted .at this unex-
pected disclosure of common friendship
and in his turn took up the praises of
Chevalet and launched into the recital of
the affairs great and small of twenty years
since, white Jeanne listened, her eyes mod-
estly lowered, and Marcel sat lightly on his
chair, his eye in spite of himself caught
and fixed by a little blonde curl which just
at his right, almost reaching his ear, flut-
tered out in the soft breeze and would not
keep still.

That same evening Thibaut had a long
and mysterious colloquy with his sister-in-la-

in which, to judge by the vivaci ty of
the gestures and by the facial contortions
of the speaker and by the reflective, attent-
ive physiognomy of the listener, was of
the highest interest to both of them.

Soon, soon did Mme. Pilhol become
the intimate friend of Mme. Lemadie,
and M. Marcel, her son, strongly
unwilling at first to accompany his
mother on her neighborly visits, accus-
tomed himself little by little to the task
and ended by paying visits on his own ac-

count, when he passed the whole evening
there without her. This caused a certain
very curious and malicious smile to show
itself in the corners of the twinkling eyes
of his uncle. Many things did that smile
signify. Jeanne and he had become great
friends. So soon as he appeared she ran to
him, her hands outstretched, and even
kissed him bravely, like a good old uncle
as he was, who knew the future.

On the 12th of September Mme. Fiihol
asked the hand of Mile. Jeanne Lemadie
for her son, Marcel. Nobody was surprised.
For several weeks they had all known what
was coming.

That very evening both families sat at
table in the garden at the foot of the ter
race. Ihe soft evening was stirred by mild
breezes, full of odorous scents, the stars
twinkled in the dark blue sky, and tho
moon threw her pale light on tho table
where the coffee smoked in the cups, and
projects for the future, the happy future,
succeeding each other one after the other
without interruption, were gayly dis-
cussed.

"Niece," said Uncle Thibaut, "will you
take turn in the garden with me?"

He passed the girl's slender arm beneath
his own, and when they reached tho spot
whence had darted that furious jet of water
from the nozzle of the hoso ho stopped
and he said, "Just suppose I had not been
on the other side of that gate three mouths
ago, eh?"

"Ah, uncle," said Jeanne, "why do you
tease me still about that? Haven't you
forgiven me

"Forgiven you?" cried Thibaut. "Why
there was nothing to forgive, my dear
child. I knew well enough that you didn't
do it on purpose."

"Aad that is perfectly true," said Jeanne
without thinking, "for it wasn't jou I was
aiming at."

"Aiming at!" said Thibaut astounded.
"But if you"

"Oh, good gracious!" said Jeanne. "I
I've told you!"

Consequently she told him all. Under
her breath and desperately ashamed she
owned that she had been aiming at Mar-
cel. "He he used to walk by every day,"
she said, "and I used to look at him, and
he never looked at me, and used to won-
der why, and I did everything I could
without doing anything, you know, uncle

but he never honored me with the small-
est attention!"

"The imbecile!"
"Wasn't he' Well, that day I felt so mis-

erable, so desperate, because" he wouldn't
look, and all at ouce I saw him with
you. Then oh, I don't know what came
over me, but I thought, 'Ah. you won't
look at me!" and so bang! turned the
nozzle on him. Only I was so wrought up,
so unhappy, that"
J'Thnt it was I who got the ducking!

Upon my word, Sparisti, if I had known
that sooner"

"Well?" she said, looking at him boldly
with her mocking eves.

"Well? Well, indeed! J shouldn't have
concerned myself about your marriage,
mademoisellei"

"You wouldn't .'" she said, with look
and tone incredulous. "Go along, vou
dear old uncle; don't I know you? You
are too good to make any one unhappy!
And, atter all," she said, so coaxincly that
Thibaut felt himself lost before she spoke,
"you guosed, probably, that you would
have in Jeanne little niece who would
love you and take care of you better than
any other jou could find anvrrhere; didn'tyou" From the French of A. Erhard iu
Philadelphia Times.

Among Savage Nations.
According to Pliny fire was a long

time unknown to some of the ancient
Egyptian tribes, and when a celebrated
astronomer made them acquainted with
that element and how to produce it thev

which tiro bestows: the Chinese confess
the same of their progenitors, Pompan-io- n,

Mola. Plutarch and other ancient
writers speak of nations which, at the
time when they wrote, knew not the use
of fire, or had just recently learned it.

The inhabitants of the Marian islands,
which were discovered in 1531, had no
idea of fire or its uses. Their astonish-
ment knew no bounds when they saw it
applied to wood, most of them taking it
to be some kind of an animal which the
sailors had brought with them nnd which
Tnnct ha frtd cm wood

were Wlld Avith delight. The Persians,
Pneuicians. Greeks and several other
nations acknowledge that their ances-baut- 's

aw-- I tors were once without the mm forts
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BIG BELL

Back of Laramie, Wy., there is a

range of hills that would be called
mountains anywhere else. Here yon
can find deep gorges, ravines and valleys.
Some twenty miles above the city there
is a road that winds up and up into the
hills, over acres of barren rock, and then
descends down into a beautiful valley
where grass is growing luxuriantly, and
sheep and antelope are grazing. Follow
the road by a miniature lake, and by and
by it will lead you around the base of a
tall mountain, and there you will find a
little log cabin beside a willow lined
stream, and you will see there a large
sheep corral.

I was lounging on the ground a few
years ago in front of the little cabin
smoking peacefully, and listening to the
wind sighing through the willows and
pines, the bleating of the sheep in the
corral and the howl of the coyote up in
the hills.

"As far as I know, Big Bill and me
were the first white men who herded
sheep up here in the hills," said the oc-

cupant of the cabin, as he sat in the
doorway with his pipe in his mouth.
"We came up here from the home
ranch down on the Laramie river and
built this cabin and the corrals in '77.
We had about 5,000 sheep to look after,
with the dogs to help us, and it was
pretty hard work, for then the hills were
full of mountain lions, and they din"t
know the difference between the sheep
and the antelope, but we got along all
right. As the old man sent some of the
sheep down on the plains and others to
the home ranch, Bill and me didn't have
anything to do, so we went up in the
northern part of the state rounding cat-
tle, but in the latter part of 1887 the old
man sent for us, and so we came back
and took about 3,000 sheep up here to
look after.

We hadn't been here long before a
young tenderfoot came up from Omaha
to help us, the old man said, but in real-
xuj u uiuj- auwu iiitio uuiuuui -

though, if ho was a tenderfoot, and he
and Bill became warm friends. Jim was
small, thin and pale, and Bill was big,
bronzed and full bearded, with hair that
fell down on his shoulders. Jim just
used to stick by Bill as close as a sick
kitten to a hot brick, and used to follow
him away over by Dirty Em mountain
and Ragged Top, and when ho came in
at sundown he would look like a corpse,
but after a while he got as strong as an
ox and slept like a horse. After supper
they would take their pipes and tobacco
and go out there under yonder tall pine,
and would talk until long into the night,
and I used to sit here and wonder what
the mischief they would talk about. But
Jim was the best natured fellow that
ever lived, excepting, of course,Big Bill.
All that summer they were as insepara-
ble as the lamented Siamese twins, and
when one went down to tho home ranch
or to Laramie the other would go too.

"One day Jim wasn't feeling well, and
Fm blessed if Bill didn't camp right by
his bedside all day long, and me and
Shep, the dog, had to look after tho
sheep. Jim was only sick a couple of
days, and the next Sunday when the
men from down on the ranch came up to
bring us some papers and canned stuff
they brought a letter for Jim from his
employers down in Omaha asking that
he come home at once. When Jim got
ready to go I am an Indian if he and
Big Bill didn't cry, and Bill he walks
clear up to the top of the hill, and sat
down on a bowlder, and kept his eyes
fastened on the wagon as it turned
around the serpentine road, and watched
it until it disappeared on the plain be-

low, and then he came back here and
sets down awful glum, and says he to me:

" 'Jake, Jim's an all fired good feller.'
" 'You bet he is.'
"That's all 1 said, but Big Bill under-

stood me. Every Sunday when tho men
from the ranch didn't come up Bill used
to walk clear down there and get the
letter that would be sure to bo there for
him from Jim, and he would bring it
back up here, and we used to work pretty
hard to read it, even if it was written
with a typewriter, for you know neither
Bill nor me had ever had any schooling.
They were awful good letters, though,
and once he sent us some fine woolen
shirts and mittens, and some crack to-

bacco and a couple of pipes; this is one
of them now. About a month after he
left we got a letter saying he was going
to be married, and he was dead anxious
for Bijj Bill to come down and take it in,
but Bill wouldn't do it, because he said
Jim might be ashamed of hiin; but Jim
wasn't that Icind of a fellow, as I'm going
to tell you pretty soon.

"About threo years after his marriage
Jim wrote a letter asking both Bill and
me to come down and see him and his
wife and the kid, and there was a lot of
scribbling, which Jim said was the
baby's invitation. Course I knew it was
Big Bill they wanted to see, although
Jim and me were good friends, but as
Bill allowed he wouldn't go if I didn't
go with him, I consented to go, and so
when the sheep had been moved down to
tho ranch we went down to Omaha.
We didn't tell him we were coming, for

5ill thought it woum do oig inn to sur-
prise him. When we got into Omaha
we were kinder scared, seeing all the
people and the rustle; but a policeman
comes up and asked us who we wanted,
and we told him the name of the firm
Jim worked for and he explained how to
get there. Bill and me started out and
crossed the viaduct. 1 beheve that's
what it's called, a big bridge over the
railroad tracks, and when we got to the
other end and walked around a bit we
saw the sign up and we crossed over and
went in. There were lots of men work-
ing there, and Jim was standing up talk-
ing to a girl who was like a
congressman. When Bill saw him he
walks right up and shoves out his hand j

and says he in a loud, cheery voice:
" 'Hullo, ole Jim, how be ye?
"Jim just looked up and then jumped a

yard and grabs Bill's outstretched hand
in both of his and then he grabs mine,

like a politician all the time.
He excused himself for a minute and
reads a little more to the girl and then
he introduced us to three or four people
and got his coat. The girl turned
around and commenced hitting a ma
chine and BUI went up and took off h-- j

hnf and hi; lnrT hair fpll Jihfint his fare
and he said:

'That's one of these typewriters, ain't
it, ai&?

"And the girl looked up and smiled
awfullv nice and says, 'Yes, sir,' and
then Jim came along and we left. We j

. , ., . .. , , . . , !, .entouv,anaiuDeswitcneaii icoma;
ee now dim coma nna nis way arouna .

w.im au mo wairons ana neome ana eieo--

trie cars, but we got on one of them
trains and rode for about half an hotu
and then we got off and walked tip a
hilL A ueetty little house stood up
above the street and we went up, 101

that was where Jim lived. The house
was fixed up in great shape, and as Bill
and me stood there kind of awkward
the curtains were shoved aside and a
young lady came in. She stood for a
second, and Jim just said "my wife,'
when she stepped forward with the
sweetest kind of a smile and taking my
pard's hand and says:

" 'This is Big Bill, I know, and Jake. I
am glad to see yon.'

"Bill just looked all broke up for a min
nte and then he turned to Jim:

" 'No wonder you married, Jim,' says
he.

"Jim and his wife just laughed, and
while they were enjoying themselves a
little child came into the room and ran
up to his father, and he took him up in
his arms and kissed him and then set
him down on the floor, and he ran over
to where Bill was sitting in one of those
big chairs and climbed up in his lap, and
Bill held him like he was glass, and he
was pleased if he did feel foolish, and
the kid ran his little hands through the
big man's beard and long hair, and
seemed to enjoy it immensely, and pretty
soon Bill turns to Jim and says he:

" 'You had better take this, Jim. I
ain't used to handling such lambs.'

"Jim reached out for the child, but he
clung close to Bill. A flush of pride
comes into my pard's face, and he looked
up and said:

" 'What's the kid's name, Jim?
"But before Jim could answer the boy

said 'Bill' just as plain, and the big fel-

low looked up first at Mrs. Jim and then
at her husband and he read the answer
in their faces, and then he pressed the
child close to his bosom, and two big
tears came into his eyes and fell on his
cheeks. We felt at home right away,
itw1 flinf iff r Tiyti crnf n rnmnrra
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the fort. Bill looked awful happy sit
ting on the back seat with Mrs. Jim, and

j th(J jdd Mrs Jim langhing softIy
and talking merrily while her husband
and Bill spoke of when Jim was up here
m the mils, we staia tnere ror three
days, and Jim just showed us all the big
buildings and took us up to one of those
swell clubs and introduced us around
as though we were millionaires instead
of poor sheep herders, and a reporter
gave Bill a great write up too.

"About a month after we were down in
Omaha we saw a man from the ranch
riding up, and so we went over to see what
was the matter, for it was on Thursday j

and we tnougnt sonietmng was up. lie
had a letter with a black margin from
Bill and he tore it open and it was from
Mrs. Jim, saying that Jim had been taken
suddenly sick and had died. Well, sir,
Bill just took the letter in his hand and
turned around like one that's paralyzed
and ho walked straight over yonder
under that pine tree wbere he and Jim
had laid so often and threw himself
down on the ground. I looked after the
sheep, and at sundown 1 drove them all
up here into the corral and then Shep and

come

and

and

came

me wnen ne saw their competence and retire-Bi- ll

on ground his ment. The life most
his arms, gave and j gerous all, and,

agonizing and began . shortest more danger-fac- e

and Bill up pulls Shep j ous than soldier's. Exposed to
down him and contagion of diseases,

like:
" 'Your heart's broken, too, ain't it,

Shep?'
"He lay there for a long while, and

moonlight came from behind the
clouds and bathed and val-

leys with soft light, and upon
Big Bill, with his head dog
and sobbing to himself. It was almost
morning, and moonlight had died
away, and eastern heavens were
tinged by light rising sun and
a soft wind stirred willows there by

brook, and murmured through
pines, when he arose and come
to I was so dead tired that I
had slept all night, and when he opened

door I was just getting up.
" 'Jake,' he said, '1 have got to go

down to Omaha.'
" 'Because,' he said, know Jim

was pretty extravagant he didn't
get much of a salary, and 1 wouldn't be
surprised if his wife and kid was
pretty hard pressed. 1 must go down
and look after them, for I Jim
would like to have me do

saw there wasn't any use of talking,
and so he shook hands with me and
started hills for ranch.
He drew all money coming to him,
and I didn't see or hear anything from
him until along toward the close
summer, when one evening, as Shep and
me were silting out ftere, and 1 was

my I heard a step, and
looking up, I saw Big Bill.

didn't know him first. He had on
store clothes. His hair was short .and
he only wore a mustache. Ho looked

a corpse. His cheeks and eyes were
sunken, and he had a cough that pained
him terribly. He had walked all the
way up from Laramie, and as he
pretty well pegged out I didn't
much to him, but just got him some-
thing to eat and put him to bed. He
used to sleep like an ox, but all night
he was restless, and pitching bjickward
and forward bed. Next day he
told me that when he got in Omaha he
went up saw Mrs. Jim and kid
and that she all broke You see
Jim had spent money pretty freely and
when his debts was paid roe didn't have
a cent, and told that Jim had
lent a lot of money, which, course,
was not so, and ho would pay it
back Yoree, if Bill had offered
to have helped 'Tier wouldn't have
taken a cent, but as long as believed
Bill owed money it was all right.

"So Bill a job working on
grades, but he told he was just rest- -
ing in Omaha, and every Saturday night
he used to cive nearly 1 his
ing5 aad j starved himself and slept
in a the out in the
suburbs at night all kinds weather,
and breathing dust and dirt all
and stable at night, no: j
a an reguiany, ms neaun arose aown ,

rtuu uc v utit-- 10 a uwuni. .ixjui
time old aunt or Jim s died

and left her a pile of property, ilrs.
Jim kinder suspected something was
wrong with Big Bill, but couldn't

anything out of him. she
afnl ae to u j

'next Saturday night he came, ,

but he didn't come, and couldn't j

guess wha? was matter until she saw
a paper he had been taken to

hospital. She went up there to see him
and he was delirious, and when he wss
out 0f his head he told all

.
about what he

fc been doing, and it hked to have
lan jirs. jjm, vThen he got better she ,

nd to taia him ont driving, and said l

she would pay him, back, and she did
make him take a hundred dollars,
and was just bound hewould be paid
in full, and so he skipped out and came
bacv up here.

"For a while he was a good deal better,
but his cough got worse, and by and by
he didn't pretend to do anything but just
walk around with head down and
his behind him and talk about
Jim and little Bill and Mrs. Jim, and he
would lay out there in the cold night air
with his head in his hands, looking up at
the star dotted heavens and listening to

wind moaning through the pines.
I got a letter from Mrs. Jim asking if
Bill had up here and how he was,
and I managed to write back how he
was. Well, one morning Bill didn't get
up and I saw that he was pretty bad,
and so I didn't go out with the sheep
but just left them in corral while I
attended to Bill. Along about noon I
hea rd Shep bark, looking I
a carriage coming around mountaia
there, I thought it was a doctor
which the old man had sent but
when it drew up Mrs. Jim and little Bill
got out

" 'Is there anything the matter?
isn't dead, is he?' she asked me. 'I have
come will take him back where h
can have the best of medical attendance.
I can never forget what he did Billie
and I, just for Jim's sake.'

"I didn't anything, but justpoinred
into little cabin, and and the kid
went in and leaned him. He
opened his eyes, and when he saw her he
tried to raise himself, but he couldn't.

" 'Am 1 dead? he asked.
" 'Xo,' said Mrs. Jim, 'Billie and I

have come up here for you, we will
take you back with us to Omaha, where
you will get well.'

' 'You are very kind,' he said, and
then smiled drew a heavy sigh
and died. Mrs. Jim leaned over hira
and her tears fell upon his face as
kissed him, and little Bill and me were
crying too. We buried him day,
when up from the ranch,

there under tall pine, where he
and Jim used lie so much, and where
he spent so much of his time after he

went over, ana tneaog, of days in
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j got back from Omaha, and a few days
alter jirs. Jim came up m a carnage
from Laramie, acting as the guide for a
man who brought up a stone for Bill's
grave."

There were tears in the eyes of the old
sheep herder when he finished, and we
arose and went over to the grave. The
wind was sighing a requiem through the
tall pine tree, and the little stream was
murmuring the sweetest music as it ran
along over the rocks. In the moonlight
I read on the plain marble slab tho sim
ple inscription t

: BIG BILL,

: O.VE OF THE NOBLEST OF MEN.

R. A. Eaton in Omaha Herald.

The Dangers of a Doctor's I.lfe.
Eighteen thousand doctors are now re-

quired to guard the health of the British
islands. Few of them snend the eveninz

night air, to accident, it is not to be
wondered that he falls early in the bat-
tle of life. In every little town may be
found clergymen, officers, brewers, gro-
cers, tailors, schoolmasters, jewelera,
shoemakers and even peddlers, who end
the evening of life in affluence and ease.
But how seldom the doctor. He gener-
ally dies in harness. London Tit-Bit- s.

How Do Ton ET
Did you ever watch people bow? It is

quite a study to note the variety of facial
contortions and the divergence as to the
method of bobbing tho head.

You have probably noticed the digni-
fied little bend of tho head accompanied
by a passive countenance. It does not
mean much, and when it does the special
graces and commendable virtues are not
indicated in the definition. A genial
bow has as much to account for as a
hearty hand clasp, and one frigid recog-
nition has been known to drench a sprout-
ing friendship with ice water and kill it
on the spot.

Heads are often tossed back and then
bent down, and I have taken delight in
observing a man who opens his mouth
as if to facilitate the tilting of his head.
On some occasions a greeting is given
by a solemn wagging of the head, just
as people in some localities fahako hands
with a motion from side to bide.

With a few people the whole face
lights up as they greet their friends,
and to those cheery, whole souled mor-
tals we give an unasked and voluntary
confidence. Lips can be curled into a
fairly good imitation of a emile. Eyes
can be danced into a dreary semblance
of mirth. Words can be strung together
by the brain and uttered in tones of
counterfeited joy, but we cm read the
falseness and mark the absence of heart
on every feature.

Those who are glad to seo us rarely
disguise the fact, and those who are not
can scarcely force our belief from rest-
ing upon the foundation of a perhaps
disagreeable truth. Toronto Globe.

What the Hatter Said Aboat JVopIe.
A good way to judge a man is to listen

to his talk when he comes in to bny a
hat for himself. It is all right for a man
to ask his tailor what he onght to wear.
But every man ought to know what sort
of a hat i3 most becoming to him. No
article of a man's wearing apparel so
completely makes or unmakes him as
his hat. There are men who should
never wear any other than a silk hat,
just as there are men who should never
wear anything in the way of a hat ex-

cept a Derby. There are men who will
never look like anything human with
either. Some men were bom to wear
nothing but the soft hat.

I would not vote for a man who dos
not foj0vr wnat son of a hat he ebonld

tvr without talons the advice of an
other on the cubiect. I beheve was
Shakespeare who said that dresa pro-
claims the man. Shakespeare knew
what he wanted to say, I reckon, but if
he ever paid any attention to the matter
he would have said the hat. It is my
"w;"k,'" that a man will Bay more
foohsh things when he goes to bny a hat
xhzn a: any other uae.-Inter- view in
Chicago Tribune.

The demand for Percheroa borxesfor ex-

port i so Kreat tba; the parity of the breed
vr.iuujo .uiTJicacsj. ami t" suj.

hs ben tarted ia France by-hic- the
pii;wj mr bs preserved asd tie race
te?t up to the standard.

D
?

&3jr
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dont how ro, wrtfe tus and we will ts.ll yeex.

We will prepare vor adrnixaca ezzjn tea.
advice and assistance to ski yoa is. prtsnoz 2W-sel- f.

We will have the adveztisenrcac act s.tee mmA
- - p.ocurc mnsiraaoas 11 any arc a.;jwaz. WKjeatflMis-factcr- y

advertisement has been produced wc wiH femsh saooiftaMt m
clectrotyped pattern to be med in duplicating the i iTiwi 11 : -

display or illustration make an electrotype desssbic
u'dress Geo. P. Rowell & Ca,

Newspaper Advertising- - Buresm.
10 Spruce Sl, X. Y.

THE WICHITA EAGLB
M. M. Murdoch Jt Erm., JProprietors

PRINTERS, BINDERS BUNK BOOK ifflft
Ail kinds of county, township and school Alstrlet

records and blunks. Leal blinks of des-
cription. Complete stock of Justice's dookcta &sd

blanks. Job printing of all kind. "We blsd L&v
nd medical journals and ra&jraslBe prlodicxIs of JI

kind ut prices bj& low a Chicago and Zicvr Yarfc rJ!
g work just as rood. Orders aest by jti

will btt carefully attended to. JLddre all Uajivmu
a P. MUKDOCK.

Tj. C. JACKSON
Wholttsal aul ICctail Dnalcr 1b all tlndd of

Anthracite and
AND : ALL : JTJWDS .-

- OF : HUILBIXG : 2HATK&IAZ- -
Ifaln Office 112 South Fourth Avenue. Branch omct 133 Norti 3Jla Sirevt

Tarda connected with all railroads la th city

SCALE BOOK

THREE FORMS.

STANDARD,

HOWE A!XD

FAIRBANKS!!

When ordering slate VTJIAT form Is
wanted.

A Dignified Younsnter.
Teddy was carefully trained, und all lit-

tle slips in grammar were daily weededout
of bis conversation. Upon one occasion he
was sent across the street to the village
store on an errand. As he entered the pro-

prietor playfully addressed him with,
"Well, ray little man, ain't yon out rather
early this morning" In a deliberate way
peculiar to him, and with all the dignity of
his four years, Teddy vouchsafed the reply,
" 'Ain't' is an Improper contraction, Mister
Purker." New York Tribune.

Kcoiiomy in Horseshoe.
A horseshoe has been patented in Can-

ada which is provided with removable
calks. These calks are easily removable,
and when they require sharpening calks
may be put in in about five minutes.
Two sets aro kept on band, one sharp
and the other dull; this effects a great
saving. The shoe has tapered
recesses, in which the tapered shank of J

the calk fits. New York Telegram.

The fifty largest libraries in Germnny
,

possess 12,700,000 volumes, against those
f E lan'd wJth aW 6f w000, and of

v Amtrin!l w1t), ,nnt r.innnnn
volumes

Children Cry for Pitcher's Castona)

J. P, ALLEN,

Drueeist.
Everything Kepi in a Firstclas Drag Store

108 EAST DOUGLAS AVE.

iTTCHITA, - KAX.

MISSOURI :- -: PACIFIC

RAILWAY.

The rnost popnlnr ronto to Kanpus
City, 6t-- Louis and Chicago and all
Poinm 2SaM aad North, alio to Hot
Springs, Ark., 5-i- r Orleans, Florid,
and all points Bo nth and Southeast--

SOLID DAILY T2AHT3
--nrrwrt5-

1

St Louis, Kansas Crty, PugdIg

and Denver,

Pullman Bnffet Sleeping Cars
--VIA TH- t-

COLORADO SHORT LINE
The Shorti HcnU to St. Louis.

A

EAKSAS CITY TO ST- - WKJI&

Pnlbnan Buffet Slepirtj Car.
Vrr9 BceilBla Cr Car.

jtt. C TOWN&CM9,
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Business 3IangR

Bituminous Coal

SPECIAL.
Our rtcale Hooks are 7'rioted om f?wv3

Papsr.

rillGlZ J.1ST:
filntrle Boole ... 70
Three Hooks "2vtm
Six UouIch 99BlnIe Iluok bjinall, prepaid .... sS

Address,
THE friCIFTTA RAGkI.IL

M'ichllti. Kaisa.
K. V. MURDOCK. JJoaln . i,ta.ascr,
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Wichita National Banfc.

paii ur CAPITAL.
HUItPLUS. - -

DJnjZCTOJIS:
B. H. Kohn. A, w. OUr-r.- vr tTT. t, a, "Iton. S. T. Tnttl. S. F. SuiuUaAmr. U tL ij odd uanottu, j u. Kt&n.

Don Grvrral Jlanklnfj, ColUcttny
ami Jirttkrrrtffc JZiimine.

.Eastern nnd Fo-ij- Kxchnnr.obought und Kld. fnitu Stato ixmhj
of all duoominatlonrt bought And iTC
County, Tcnrnshiu and 3Iun1rfpl
DOHUB DOUjfJV.

E 11. 1'ower u frr t-- O W. rAnrvtn T PrWV

Fourth National Banfc

inciriTA, Jkaxsjs.

PAT7) UP CAPITAL, 1200002
SUIiPLL'is, - - ltkGfio

jjjnncTOJiS:
J. T. CapLH, li. K. Pfr"-- L

Owat JUrs, 11 O. are. Am II ismllor.H.T.!'.
1H tOHBiXn.

3.T AM-r-- r w n. r.tT:Giir1 let VttAl&tSA.

State National Bank.

OF WICHITA, K AX.

CAPITAL. 1 100.000gUItPl.UB. fc 3.000

DIRECTORS:
2 fT.Oorr W. WW. W. r. Or--n.

Zxctr,
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John Davidson, Foineer Lumbermen

of Sedgwick Connij.

ESTABLISHED :- -: IK:--: 1S70

complete Stek of Plat Lnrabef
Khlnarle, Lath, Door. Sab,etc, always on Land,

OfSe sad yard on MojUey hn-tir- flfoujtls! ar-- . and Flrat Huli ranch rurtXn at Union City, Oklaho-ma d i.1 Jfcco. L. T.
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